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THE KEEPER OF THE VINEYARD



By CAROLINE ABBOT STANLEY

The Keeper of the Vineyard

A Tale of the Ozazks.  Dusteated. $1.25

This story of a “ return to nature,” like
the author’s “ Master of ‘ The Oaks,’”
pulsates with real life. The scene lies
in the Missouri Ozarks, a melting pot
wherein those who seek the solace of
nature and a living from the soil fuse
their lives with the natives of the Hills
in the common quest for liberty and
education, love and life.

The Master of “The Oaks”
Dotmted. 120, doth. $1.25 net

“ An extremely well written tale. It
is refreshing among modern problem
stories to meet with such wholesome
and charming people.”—N. Y. Sun.

“Should this latest work of Mrs.
Stanley not reach the degree of popu-
larity that might entitle it to a place
among ‘the six best sellers’ of the sea-
son, it will be because the public is un-
able to recognize a good thing when it is
put before it. We don't hesitate to pro-
nounce it one of the best American
novels of the past twelve months’—
Boston Herald.
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I
FATHERLESS, MOTHERLESS, PENNILESS

WasningroN, D. C.,, August 3, 19—.
Miss MabGce Dixon,

Chautauqua, New York.

EAR MADGE :—Just one month to-day since that
dreadful telegram came that separated us and
brought me here. It seems ages! I can hardly

persuade myself I am the same person that started off so
blithely with you in June for a summer vacation. Isn'tit
strange how one little scrap of yellow paper can revolu-
tionize a life! That day I was a care-free girl—yes, a
girl, even if I do have to own up to thirty-three years, for
I never had had anything to age me or tone down my.
over-abundant spirits. Not even the Harrison Street
School had done that. I had only myself to provide for,
and as you know I took pretty light views of life and its
responsibilities.

But to-day I am a woman, harassed with the doubts
and fears of middle age; peering into the future
with anxious eyes; and with four hungry children
looking to me for bread. Nothing sobers one like
that.

I sent you papers at the time of my brother’s death.

I have had no time since for writing. But I did appreciate
9
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your good letter and your urging me to pour out all my
troubles into your sympathetic ears. I fear I may over-
work that offer, for I have no one to go to now but
you, my tried and trusted friend, and I feel sometimes
as if I must have an outlet for my apprehensions or be
swept away by them.

You see, the children depend on me for everything.
Of course that puts me on my mettle and buoys up my
strength—they don’t know I am faint-hearted—but some-
times I do want desperately to creep into the arms of
somebody that is stronger than I and sob out my fears,
and be comforted.

It isn’t just a matter of bereavement with me, though
I loved my brother and shall feel his loss, and it &s a
lonely thing to realize that I am in the forefront now
alone. Young as I am, I am the last of my generation
in my own family. My father and mother are gone,
and as they were only children I have neither uncles,
aunts, nor cousins. Anyway, cousins are not much if
that is the only tie between you.

Madge, I am literally alone in the world with these
children. And I dow't know what to do with them! That
is the naked truth, and the thing that is weighing me
down. I feel the responsibility so and I am so poorly
prepared for it. Of course I know how to manage boys.
I think I am not egotistical in saying that, for you know
the worst cases in school were always handed over to me
when there was any excuse at all for doing it, and the
experiences I have gone through in the Harrison Street
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School would almost fit one to fight with wild beasts at
Ephesus! But I could always lay that responsibility
down at four o’clock. This I take to bed with me and
rise up with in the morning. I ask myself twenty times
‘a day and forty in the night watches: What shall I do
with these children?

Thus far the answer hasn’t come.

One thing T am determined upon. I shall never desert
them. We will go down together if we must. It was
suggested to me by one person here—a cousin of the
children’s mother—that I put one of them into an
orphan asylum. She has never repeated the suggestion.
By the time I got through with her my determination to
shoulder the responsibility, and my faith that somehow
I should be able to carry it, were both considerably
strengthened. Strange, what opposition will do in clear-
ing a befogged atmosphere and giving a clean-cut vision
of duty!

You see, my brother, who was for many years a gov-
ernment clerk here, died, leaving nothing but a spotless
name and a memory that will be sweet and fragrant al-
ways to his children. That is a great deal—more than
millions without it—but it won’t support a family! How-
ever, it is not so much the financial burden that weighs
me down—though I imagine it will strain my salary to
the breaking point to stretch it around five persons—but
I don’t know what to do with them.

Bess is a dear, sweet girl, nearly eighteen. She would
be no problem at all. I could take her with me to



12 THE KEEPER OF THE VINEYARD

Chicago, put her in school for one year, and then with
one more in the training school she would be self-sup-
porting and able to help the others. But the next two
are boys—Tom, fourteen, and Hunter, twelve years old
—the age when Dr. Vincent says a boy has no friend but
his mother and his God. They are good boys too, but
what could I do with them in the city? I couldn’t let
them be on the streets and I couldn’t keep them off.

Then there is Juddie, the cunningest, lovingest little
chap that ever crept into one’s heart—and five years old!
Just a baby! I'd have to hire a nurse for him in Chicago,
I being away all day, or put him into a day nursery—and
I think I see myself doing that! He is the one the rela-
tive thought should be put into an orphanage. Welll
when he snuggles up in my arms and looks with his
big eyes into mine and says, with just,a suspicion of a
quiver, “ You're my mamma now, isn’t you, Aunt Nell? "
I know he will never go to an asylum for orphans until
I am in one for incurables!

Madge, it opens all the pores of your soul to have a
child turn to you like that! I can see now what it is
that makes mother-love the unselfish thing it is. I've
never had the deepening, steadying influence of this
sort of thing before and I’ve suffered from the lack.
The glass has been held up to me startlingly in the last
few weeks! I have been self-centred; I have thought
only of myself and my own pleasures and my own im-
provement—along legitimate lines, it is true—art and
music and travel—but selfish, for all that.
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Of course I had always sent brother and Jane nice
presents for themselves and the children, but I had
never really helped them with the growing burden of
this family as I ought to have done—with my salary
what it was. I have never helped other people as you
have, Madge. That is why I could always dress better
—jyou've often remarked upon that, you know. I have
been lavish with myself and counted it generous spend-
ing. But it was without thought of others. I see it
now. I can see so many ways in which I might have
eased the burden a little here—and I did not do it, be-
cause I didn’t think.

More than all else, when Jane died last spring I failed
to appreciate the overwhelming weight that was laid
upon my brother. Had I done so I should have gone to
him at the close of school instead of going off to Chau-
tauqua with you. I remember you looked surprised
when I told you it was too hot to go to Washington in
the summertime.

And now it is too late even to tell him that I am sorry.

Madge, some lines of Adelaide Proctor’s (I think they
are hers, I am not sure) keep ringing in my ears:

“QOut of sight and out of reach they go,
Those close familiar friends that loved us so,
And sitting in the shadow they have left,
Alone with loneliness and sore bereft,
We think with vain regret of some fond word
That once we might have said, and they have heard.”

And with me it is not just the unspoken word; it is
the deed that was lacking—the standing shoulder to
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shoulder with him in his extremity. Ah, well! this is in-
deed “vain regret.” There is no reason why I should
sadden you with it all. I only want you to know that
I am realizing what a lot of lost opportunities are laid
up against me. After all, it may have its uses. I failed
my brother, but I shall not fail his children.

August 6th.

I have been going over James’s papers hoping to find
something that can be turned to account. The best I
can tell you is that thus far we have found no debts. I
am not surprised at this. It had always been my brother
James’s habit to get what he could pay for and do with-
out the rest. We were brought up on that principle.

There was a small sum, a few hundred dollars, in
bank that was being saved, I gathered, for some special
purpose. What it was I have not yet found out, but I
suppose I shall later. It doesn’t matter much anyway,
for it will be mostly swept away by doctor’s bills and
funeral expenses. The undertakers do gouge one so!
Naturally, nobody wants to haggle over money at such
a time, and the bills are made out with this fact in view.

But if I didn’t find debts I found other things that
wrung my heart. James was always systematic. He
left account books for years and years back, showing
just what he had received and how it had been spent.
At the beginning of every year was a hopeful plan out-
lined of how the money was to be apportioned and how
much could be saved. At the close was always a brief
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explanation of why it hadn’t been done. Growing needs,
rising prices ; birth, sickness, and death (all expensive) ;
household demands that must be met—a carpet to be
replaced or a bed demanded by a growing family; and
in the latter years a frantic effort to keep up insurance
premiums since other savings were impossible. Madge,
it all made a heart-breaking story to one who could
read between the lines. It would prove an interesting
document marked “ Exhibit A ” in the case of the clerks
against the government, and would throw some light on
the “loan shark ” discussion.

The “loan shark,” you know, is the sympathetic
gentleman who hunts you out and sends you cheering
letters when your time of financial stress comes, offer-
ing to lend you in the strictest confidence any amount,
without security, without publicity, without trouble of
any kind, if only you will let him assist you—and all for
the small sum of three per cent.! That seems very little
when you are in desperate need, and you accept his
generous offer—to find later when the shark shows his
teeth that of course it was three per cent. a month!
Well, there is quite a difference between three per cent.
and thirty-six, and,the victim sweats blood before he is
out of the clutches of his kind friend.

They are put out of business now, but they hadn’t
been in my brother’s time of stress—alas! At the time
of the discussion of that bill well-fed Congressmen rose
to declare that the clerks borrowed money from these
harpies for purposes of speculation, to play the races,
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etc. Perhaps—some. But not a few did it for purposes
of investment—in a pine coffin, little or big, and six
feet of earth just outside the potter’s field.

I found in the account book a brief note of the time
James fell into their hands. I remember it. I helped
him pay that debt, and it is one of the few of my money
dealings I recall to-day with pleasure. It was the time
he had appendicitis and went to the hospital. Nobody
on a starving salary ought ever to have appendicitis!
For a poor man—a government clerk—to have the ap-
pendix and three hundred dollars carved bodily out of
his anatomy at one clip is suicidal! Brother couldn’t _
afford it. But neither could he afford to die for want
of it. If he had been a Senator he might have risked it,
for then if the worst had come he would have had a
forty-thousand-dollar funeral with a year’s salary for his
wife. When a clerk dies his widow gets him a. cheap
coffin—if she can—and his family goes to the wall.

Madge, do you know about these Congressional
funerals that we all help pay for? Well, I've known as
many as forty-one Congressmen appointed to convey one
dead man to a far-distant State and see him safely
buried. That in addition to the Sergeant-at-Arms who
actually does the business. The others go to represent
the sympathy of their respective bodies and uphold the
dignity of Congress. If it takes forty-one mourners to
do this wouldn’t you think the dignity and grief of each
individual must be rather attenuated? :

To my mind, one really representative member from



FATHERLESS, MOTHERLESS, PENNILESS 17

each house would be more weighty than forty-one who
had an itching desire to see that part of the country or
to look after their political fences. You know about how
much sackcloth and ashes would be worn on a “ funeral
junket ” like that (honestly, that is what they are called!)
and how much bread and water these men would be
likely to consume! This may sound bitter and flippant,
Madge, but I am heart-sore over the revelations of hope
deferred in those account books. And the reason it is
deferred is because Congress always has a spasm of
retrenchment when it gets back from a junket and finds
the subject of the clerks’ salaries up.

I remember so well when brother got this position in
Washington. We all thought, out in Missouri, that he
was on the highroad to fortune and preferment. It
proved a treadmill instead, with neither in sight.

I find this note in the book a few years back: “ Help
is coming! Congress has increased its own salaries one-
third, assigning as a reason the greatly increased cost
of living. Since that applies equally to all, they cannot
in common justice fail to raise ours.”

No, not in common justice! But they did fail.

Again I find: “ The salaries of the Supreme Court
Justices have been raised on account of the increased cost
of living. They tell us our turn will come next.”

It didn’t, Madge! Nor after the Army officers’ raise.
Nor the Naval officers’! Nor the high-priced civilians’!
The salaries of the rank and file of government clerks
have not been raised in fifty years! Has the cost of liv-
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ing increased in that time for the great middle class?
Welll—ask any housekeeper that feeds her family on
round steak. You won’t need to go to the porterhouse
class!

Toward the last of the book I found this item: “It
is recommended that the salary of the President’s private
secretary be raised to ten thousand dollars.” And then
follows this pathetic comment: “ Ten thousand! When
will ours be raised to a living rate? If it isn’t soon, I
am afraid I must go under.”

And when Jane was sick so long and died he did go
under, for he had to let his life insurance go after strug-
gling for years to keep it up,—and the children were
robbed of their patrimony. Oh, Madge, it makes me
heart-sick to think of it all!

And when the subject is agitated in Congress, as it
is periodically, for they are not all callous, some astute
statesman always rises to remark, just as if it had never
been remarked before (I suppose each one thinks it is
original with him), “If these people don’t like their
jobs, let them get out.”

Ah!if only they could! But when a man has been held
down for the productive years of his life to a bare sub-
sistence it is hard for him to have accumulated anything
on which to “ get out "—except out of life.

That my brother’s thoughts had been much on a way
of escape I am sure from the number of “back to the
farm ” letters and circulars I have found, and also from
what Bess tells me, She says he told her once, after her
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mother’s death, that he was trying to arrange to go
away from Washington—that he would tell her all about
it when things were a little more settled. Once during
his illness, just before he lapsed into unconsciousness, he
whispered to me as I bent over him: “ Nell, don’t let the
boys go into government service. Get them to the
farm.” I thought then he was delirious, but since read-
ing these account books I know he meant every word
of it. Whose farm did he mean? and what was the
scheme he had on foot?

I have found a number of documents marked “ Farm
Homes Association,” which I have put away carefully.
When I get to it I am going through them to see what
they are. So many from one source makes me wonder.
In the meantime, the question remains unanswered:

The children—what shall I do with them?

I will write you when I know the answer. Probably
before! Do send me a letter soon.

Yours faithfully,
ELeANor DinwooDy.



I
“WHICH SHALL IT BE?”

WasHINGTON, D. C., August 6, 19—.
EAR MADGE:—I certainly have something
startling enough to communicate this time! But
alas! instead of simplifying matters it compli-
cates them. If I was in the depths when I wrote last

I am in the air now. But let me tell it connectedly.
From the first I have felt there was something signifi-
cant about all this “ Farm Homes” literature. I have
found out now what it is. This morning Bess brought
me a package of letters she had found tucked away
among some of her mother’s things. They were from
brother to Jane, written a year ago from the Ozarks,
down in southern Missouri where he had gone for his
vacation—a hunting trip, as I understood it. And so

it was—but not for game.

It seems that for some time he had been looking into
a colonization scheme by which a certain Farm Homes
Association proposes to bring together “ the landless man
and the manless land,” to quote General Booth. After
studying their literature he was greatly attracted by the
proposed plan, but, of course, he had too much sense to
go into a thing like that without investigation, so he took

this trip down to the Ozarks to find out for himself.
20
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His letters to Jane were full of enthusiasm about the
country and hope for the future, with a touching under-
current of longing for the land. “I want my boys to
become masters of the soil,” he wrote in one place,
“ instead of bond-slaves to a system as I have been.”
You see, Madge, we were raised on a farm—(no, not
“ brought up” but “raised”! Everything in Missouri
is raised—from mules to Presidential candidates)—and
a love of it is in the blood, I suppose. I know it is in
mine. I always get homesick in the spring for the pussy-
willows and the Peter-birds. I want, before I die, to
get to a region where the English sparrows are not and
the bluebirds are. I knew exactly how brother felt and
how the fields and the forests and the wood-birds called
him. ‘And it was most natural that it should have been
the call to a Missouri farm that sounded loudest in his
ears. Missouri was his childhood’s home. Those cords
are not easily ravelled out.

He did not minimize the disadvantages of the region
in his letters. He told Jane it was isolated, with a
scarcity of railroads, and but few people that could be
called neighbours, but if the plan of the Association
succeeded there would soon be no lack of either.

Well, at this point I laid aside the letters to inter-
view the literature and see for myself what their plan
was. Briefly, it is this:

They secure large tracts—1600 or 1800 acres—in a
place where land is within reach of poor people, but
taking care to see that it is productive. (Brother
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couldn’t have touched the farm lands of our native
county with a forty-foot pole, for that is one of the
richest river counties.) This tract they divide into
4o0-acre farms, leaving one central farm of 6o acres
on which are to be located the blacksmith shop, the
store, the creamery and cannery (which are to do up
the colonists’ milk and vegetables), the school, the hall
(doesn’t that sound promising?), and the silo.

Madge, do you know what a silo is? I know you
don’t, for I didn’t. Silos have come in since I left the
farm. I thought it might be a sort of house of refuge
for those who had tried this kind of co-operative farm-
ing and failed,—having a long-sighted idea that there
might be a few of that kind limping around at the end
of a year or two. But a silo is not that. For exact
information I refer you to Webster—late edition—and
resume. :

These 40-acre farms are designed for intensive farm-
ing and are sold to properly certified applicants on easy
terms—one initial payment, just as an evidence of good
faith, they say—and the rest in ten instalments, one
each year—*’scusin’” of the trying second year, as my
old black mammy would have said. They admit that
that year is apt to be a discouraging one. It was then
that I supposed the “silo” would come into play for
the knocked-out dentists and salesmen, and so forth.

Well, the land alone would not do much for the im-
pecunious would-be farmer, so the Company agrees to
put up a house, a barn, and a hen-house for him and to
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furnish him with stock, farming implements, fencing,
etc, on the same terms—easy payments with low rate of
interest. It seems almost too good to be true, but it is
down in black and white.

~ And that isn’t all. At the outset they send a scientific
agriculturist to the place who studies the situation, finds
out to what the soil is especially adapted, and gives to
each colonist when he buys his land a blue-print setting
forth all this so fully that the wayfaring man, though
a fool, may read—and put in his crop accordingly. Then
on the central farm is to reside a good practical farmer
who is there “to demonstrate but not dictate; to co-
operate with but not command.”

I like that and I could see how James would like it,
for we never either of us submitted very gracefully to
dictation.

Now as to the bearing of all this upon the present
situation. After finding out what the scheme was and
the advantages it conferred I went back to the letters.
They told Jane of an opportunity which had presented
itself that James felt to be particularly favourable.

A German from down about Hermann, where they
are famous vine-growers, had been the first one to enroll
in this colony. His house, barn, and hen-house were
provided for him as agreed, even to a good wine-cellar
which his business demanded, for he intended ultimately
to make wine. He had put out his vineyard and was
getting things in good shape (you know these Germans
are thrifty), when unfortunately he sickened and died,
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leaving his farm only partly paid for. It had to be taken
back by the Company and was again for sale. James
wrote that he was seriously contemplating its purchase.
What did Jane think? He would have to pay more, but
this he was willing to do in consideration of having a
vineyard about ready to come into bearing by the time
he should be able to go to Missouri. It would afford
a place where the boys, even at their age, could be im-
mediately put to work. (I pricked up my ears at this,
for a place where they could be put to work seems to
me at present the great desideratum.)

Jane must have approved, for the next letter told that
the bargain had been sealed and the first payment made.
A good big one it was, too. I can understand now why
things are so run down in this house. They have been
saving every cent for this. Well—I went to work then
like a Turk to find a record of that payment and the
receipt for it. We found it—all this had been kept in
a separate book—and not only that but receipts for the
cash purchase of a horse and spring wagon, a cow, and
a few tools that had been the German’s own and had
been offered by his widow at such a bargain that they
had been bought on the spot and left with Mr. Burson
for safe keeping. I don’t know who Mr. Burson is, but
we imagine—Bess and I—that he is the safe and sane
farmer that everybody is to depend upon.

Well, Madge, you are now in possession of all the facts
that are known to us about this thing. I have detailed
them circumstantially because I want your advice.
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You can see how all this would upset me. I had about
made up my mind that there was nothing to do but
to take the children to Chicago; but now, knowing that
somewhere in my own dean State there is waiting for
them a farm partly paid for—which payments must be
forfeited if they are not kept up; partly stocked (one cow
and a horse are not much out in the vicinity of the Chi-
cago stockyards, I know, but they are worth something
to the Dinwoodys at this juncture); and partly under
a kind of cultivation especially suited to women and chil-
dren,—all this, I say, makes me wonder if I can afford
to let this go. Would it be chimerical for me to try to
carry out my brother’s wishes and take these children
down to the Ozarks?

I forgot to tell you that there is a school which un-
doubtedly I could secure. James said in one of the let-
ters that Mr. Burson told him one of their first needs
would be a teacher, and he seemed to think favorably
of Bess. Well, if Bess, who knows nothing on earth
about teaching, could have secured that school, certainly
I, with my experience and my testimonials, would not
be turned down. Bess doesn’t want it and I do. For if
worst came to worst I know I could always fight the
wolf from the door with an arithmetic and a spelling-
book !

I wrote to Mr. Burson at once to know if the place was
still open, telling him I was a sister of James Dinwoody
and giving him a broad hint of my qualifications, but
never a word about my brother’s death and my position
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as the head of his household. You know how men dis-
trust a woman’s ability to do anything out of the beaten
track. I was afraid he might say I couldn’t go to the
Ozarks!

Later.

We have been talking this over with the boys. I feel
that they are old enough to be consulted—with the dis-
tinct understanding that their opinion is not to count a
feather’s weight. It would have been a great help if
James had talked more freely with Bess, but I suppose
he thought there would be time enough for that, as he
did not think of going out until next spring, I find.

Of course they are wild to go. It is exactly the kind
of thing that would appeal to boys twelve and fourteen.
I am assuring them that there will be much hard work
in it for us all, and much self-denial; but of course they
see nothing but hunting and fishing and larks of various
kinds. Tom is at this moment cleaning his father’s gun,
which fortunately he has been taught to use. And
Hunter is on a still hunt for fishing tackle. Oh, I wish
I knew what to do! It does not seem as if it would
be such a dreadful risk with this wise and beneficent
Company back of us. And I am tired of battling with
humanity—the “ coons,” “ sheenies,” and “ dagoes” of
the Harrison Street School. I believe I would rather
fight against Nature’s forces for a while.

I should miss you, Madge, dreadfully; and our rides to
and from school ; but then I would have your letters. In
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the country I should have plenty of time to write.
Sometimes I think I should like to get away from every-
thing in the world but the mountains and fields and
streams. There are all of these down there and so far
as I can ascertain not much else; but I don’t believe I
should mind that one bit. I have seen enough crowds
in Chicago to last me comfortably the rest of my life.
. . . I wonder if we could make a living on a farm.
The boys will be getting larger every year. They are
growing like weeds in June. And with such appetites,
I don’t wonder. Madge, those boys are perfect boa con-
strictors! I don’t believe any boarding-house keeper in
Chicago would take them. Well, she might fgke them,
but I am sure she wouldn’t keep them! I believe I'd
better take them down to the Ozarks. At any rate, I
will stop now and go down to the Library and see what
I can find out there. In the meantime, Madge dear, you
may picture me in your dreams as jumping from peak
to peak like the chamois in the old geographies!

Later.

Madge Dixon! Do you know where the Ozarks are?
and what they are? I know you don’t. You think they
_ are a small and insignificant range of mountains in
southwest Missouri, just as they are laid down on the
maps, and as I always supposed they were until I started
to study this subject seriously. And I a Missourian!
Well, that is the best the “ mapologers ” can do at repre-
senting anything out of the ordinary. Now I will pro-
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ceed to give you a lesson in geography that will surprise
you as much as it did me.

The Ozarks are not a little range of mountains at all,
but a vast uplifted mountain plateau extending across
southern Missouri and the northwest portion of Ar-
kansas for a distance of one hundred and fifty miles one
way and two hundred the other. This makes about 30,-
000 square miles—as much as the whole of Massachu-
setts, Connecticut, Rhode Island, New Hampshire, and
the greater part of Vermont. (I am speaking of the land
surface. There is so much watered stock in these At-
lantic States that it is only fair to squeeze it dry before
comparing it with inland territory.)

It has enough unused water power, they say (you
will perceive that this is F. H. literature), in the shape
of mammoth springs and swift-flowing rivers to turn the
spindles of all New England. The Association is rap-
turous over the climate, fertility of the soil, and its
adaptation to “ fruits, fowls, and other kinds of fresh
fish,” as our huckster has on his wagon. They mention
stones, but only casually—very casually—and in a way
to indicate that they are no drawback to tillage. (Paper
tillage, I suppose they mean.)

I am a doubting Thomas here. Many things I take
down whole as I would a capsule, but not loose stones
as fertilizers. My grandfather was from New Hamp-
shire! I've heard him tell of the backaches he had in
later life from merely passing a stone fence. Mountains
there are too on this great plateau, but so dwarfed—so
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I gather—from the long running jump they had to take
before they became mountains that they barely escape
being hills.

The volubility of the Farm Homes Association over
the country is more than matched by their taciturnity as
to population. I looked that up for myself. I went
down to the Carnegie Library and found a book on Mis-
souri that was a veritable mine of information. It gave
among other things the area of all the counties and their
population. It did not tell how many persons there
were to the square mile, but I made the calculation.
Madge, in some counties of that vast region there are
only nine persons to the square mile! How is that for
density? It seems rather lonesome to a girl from Chi-
cago, as it might to a New Yorker, where in some por-
tions of the East Side there are 1750 souls (and bodies)
to the acre!

I fell to thinking about schools, naturally. What man-
ner of educational institutions could they have with nine
persons—men, women, and children—to the square mile?
It would be a rare place for the kind of university it was
said Mark Hopkins could conjure out of the wilderness
—a log with a student at one end and himself at the
other. But would we find a Mark there?

And churches?

You know, Madge, I am not a very faithful church-
goer, for all my godly heritage. I have found them
chiefly convenient to stay away from in my adult life,~
a fact that you have sometimes mourned over, I remem-
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ber. But churches seem suddenly to loom large on the
horizon. They are good things to have around when
you are rearing a family. I am convinced of that. I
shouldn’t like to part with my early training by a Chris-
tian father and mother in the shadow of a church, much
as I have departed from it. And here I am thinking of
taking my children into the wilderness away from them.
Is it a wise thing to do or not? . . . I don’t know
. « « Madge, I cannot tell. I only know their father
begged me with his dying breath to take them away
from the city and to this place. . . . But if he had
been there there would soon have been a church—I know
that—as there was in old pioneer days in Missouri with
our God-fearing forefathers!

Still later.

Madge, we're going! right into the heart of that 30,000
square miles! Does it make your hair stand on end?
It does mine when I wake in a cold sweat about two
o’clock in the morning trying to figure out what I will
do when Juddie has the croup! But we are going! It
is settled. Maybe there will be a doctor among the
colonists. Heavens! 1 hope so!



III

THE DINWOODYS STRIKE A SNAG

T was just two weeks after the date of this letter that

I Eleanor Dinwoody and her newly acquired family

stood on the platform of the little station in the

Ozarks which was to be the point of departure from

the railroad for their new home. That goal lay a long

day’s journey into the wilderness, and the road was
lengthening moment by moment.

The decision had not been reached without deep
thought and much consultation with family friends; but
when it was made they lost no time. Everything called
for haste. The house must be vacated before another
month’s rent was due; and time allowed for freight de-
lays. Besides which, the school was waiting. A letter
was despatched to Mr. Burson, who, they found from the
letters, was really the superintendent as they had sup-
posed, notifying him of their intention to come and ask-
ing that wagons be sent to the railroad to meet them on a
date specified, as the circulars had promised. In this let-
ter Miss Dinwoody apprised Mr. Burson of her brother’s
death, but stated definitely that she would meet all his
obligations and take the entire responsibility.

With the soul-racking work of decision over they en-
tered eagerly upon the task of preparation and packing,

81
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which was largely a process of elimination and substitu-
tion, of culling out what could be spared and putting into
the smallest compass that which must be retained. For-
tunately they were young. This lessened the heart strain.

“Do you think we can take the piano, Aunt Nell?”
Bess inquired, anxiously.

“ Certainly. Your lsupreme enjoyment is in that piano,
and you will need it now as never before. Because I am
going to take you into the wilderness is no sign that I con-
template cutting you off from all the refinements of life.
Yes, we will take the piano, and the books (after sifting),
and the pictures,—such of them as are not already out-
grown in the process of evolution. Nothing indi-
cates a family’s development out of the tadpole stage,
Bess, as do the works of art gradually relegated to the
garret. We will not take many of your pictures, I think.
I will have mine sent on from Chicago. They are better
than yours—though you don’t know it yet. And we will
take the china, the silver, and the silicon. We will not set
a backwoods’ table. Most country silver looks like
pewter.”

“ What was in that box sent up from down town yes-
terday?”’ asked Bess.

“ Wall-paper and floor-stain. I thought we might not
be able to get the kind I wanted out there. . . . How did

. I know how much to get? Why, from the plan your
father had made of the house. That has helped me out
wonderfully. You see, you will have your piano, and the
boys their rod and gun. Now, I intend to have fresh
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- walls for my share. This is my own private extravagance.
I want my pictures to feel at home, and I have a presenti-
ment that they wouldn’t on the Dutchman’s wall-paper.”

They found afterwards that most “extras” were
labelled “private extravagances.” The children’s money
was carefully hoarded.

The household effects were assorted, packed, and
shipped at last, and the remnant sold for what it would
bring. And still the letter did not come.

“ Shall we have to wait? ” asked Bess, dolorously.

“I think not. It must be all right. When he wrote
promising me the school Mr. Burson sent a message to
your father about the place being all ready for him, and
of course it would be the same for us. It must be all
right. Still, I wish he had written.”

They were farmed out among friends after the goods
were gone until the time of departure. It was that very
morning—after the tickets were purchased—that Miss
Dinwoody received a postal from Mr. Burson.

“ There’s been a hitch,” it read. “ Don’t start until you
hear from me. Will write in a few days.”

“ Why, we can’t wait a few days, or a few hours!”
protested Eleanor, indignantly. “ The things are at their
destination by this time, or will be by the time we are.
Why didn’t he write the letter now?”

“ What do you imagine the hitch is?”

“ Oh, I suppose he couldn’t get a cleaning woman. I
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told him to have one ready. I suppose he thinks I can’t
do anything but teach, and that you are a helpless city
girl.”

* Shall you wait?"”

“No! We can't at this stage of affairs. Your relative
thinks the boys have dreadful appetites. . . . No, she
didn’t say so, but she looks it.”

She sent the superintendent a telegram, saying:

“ Can’t wait. Goods on the way. Meet us as directed.”

But Miss Eleanor Dinwoody thought of that postal and
her peremptory answer to it a number of times on the
journey from Washington to the Ozarks. She was think-
ing of it now as she walked up and down the station
platform waiting for the appearance of the farmer. To
say that her heart was light would be to belie her good
sense and outrage the truth. Her bridges were smoking
behind her, and in spite of her resolute face she was at
this moment poignantly mindful of it. It is small wonder.
An untried life was before her and hers, and the unknown
has ever its terrors. It might be for good or it might be
for ill; but whatever it was, there was no retreat from it
now. She was “in for it.”

This was the thought that possessed her as she paced
the platform with Juddie clinging to her hand, and paused
now and then to cast a homesick glance at the familiar-
looking furniture stored in the open wareroom. A catch
in her breath caused the child to look up.
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“ Aunt Nell, are ydu cold?”

“No, Juddie. Just a little ‘ shivery,” as you feel when
you are seeing things at night.”

“ But this is daytime. There aren’t things to see in the
daytime.”

“ No, nor at night either if one is brave.”

“ You’re always brave, aren’t you, Aunt Nell? I'm not
ever afraid with you.”

The clammy fingers on Miss Dinwoody’s heart relaxed.
A great heartener is the confident faith of another in us.

At this moment Bess appeared around the corner.

“ Are you sure Mr. Burson understood that he was to
meet us here? " she asked, anxiously.

“1I wrote him-to meet us at the station at 6 p.M. Of
course, he will think we are coming in on that train—
which is nearly due—whereas, we have gained about five
hours by leaving St. Louis on the nine o’clock train in-
stead of the one at two-thirty, as I wrote him we should.
That has given us time to purchase our cook-stove and
lay in a supply of provisions. So now everything is in
readiness for our early start in the morning.”

“ Why didn’t you tell him to meet us at the hotel ? ”

“ Because I didn’t know anything about the hotels—
their names or which one to go to.” Then, her mind re-
verting to her stores, “ I certainly am relieved to feel that
the larder will be plentifully supplied when we reach our
destination, ‘ twelve miles from a lemon.” I hope I have
thought of everything. . Boys, I feel as if I have been
provisioning an army! I give you both fair warning that
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next year you will not live on canned goods as you will
have to this, but on the fruit of the soil obtained by the
sweat of your brows. So, take notice!”

“I'm going to live on squirrels and pattridges,” said
Tom, looking fondly at his gun.

“ Pattridges! I suppose you mean quail. But if you
must use the other word, do put in an r. You are speak-
ing of partridges?”

“ That’s what a boy called them—paitridges. He’s shot
them. He ought to know.”

“But evidently he doesn’t.” Then to Bess in mock
despair, “I suppose this is the beginning!”

But Bess was not thinking about anything so uninter-
esting as the elision of letters.

“ Aunt Nell,” she said in a low tone, “ do you suppose
that can be Mr. Burson in that buggy?”

Miss Dinwoody looked in the direction indicated. A
young man with a strong, handsome face, clean-shaven,

lounged in a new buggy. Apparently he, too, was waiting
for some one.

“No! I hope not, certainly!”

“Why? He is very nice-looking.”

“ Entirely too nice-looking for our purpose. I want to
see a rough-looking farmer—a man of experience.”

She dismissed the handsome stranger summarily from
her mind. But Bess continued to cast hopeful, sur-
reptitious glances in his direction, for when did youth
ever give experience the preference over manly beauty?

As the six o’clock train rolled in a road-wagon and a
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pair of strong horses, driven by a man filling all Miss Din-
woody’s requirements, drew up at the side of the station.

“Hy're you, Neil? ” he sang out to the occupant of the
new buggy. ‘ Beat me to it, didn’t you? ” Then looking
all around, “ Have you saw any hard-headed old female
round here?”

The young man shook his head, his immovable face
giving warning, and the farmer turned rather confusedly
from fastening his horses to confront Miss Dinwoody.
Her face, too, was impassive., If she had heard she made
no sign.

“I think this must be Mr. Burson,” she said, extending
a cordial hand. “I am Miss Dinwoody.”

He looked at her curiously. “ The young one, I take
it.” .
Eleanor laughed. “ No, the old one. This is the young
one.” Bess and the boys, with their gun and jointed rod,
were formally presented. The whole group struck Mr.
Burson as being pitifully young.

“You didn’t get my letter?” he asked, abruptly.

“Not the second one. I got the one telling me there
had been a hitch and not to come until I heard from you
again.”

“Then, why didn’t you wait?” His brusqueness was
almost brutal.

“I couldn’t. We had gone too far. As I told you in
my telegram we were just ready to start and our goods
were on the way. Besides, I knew that the hitch meant
probably that you couldn’t get a woman to clean the house,
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and I wouldn’t let a little thing like that stand in the
way of carrying out my plans. I can clean the house my-
self, if necessary.”

Her face was flushed now. There was something won-
derfully disconcerting in his steadfast gaze. He turned
away at last, shaking his head slowly.

“ Well, I'll be dad shemmed!” was all he said.

Eleanor Dinwoody felt a sudden prescience of evil.
She braced herself as for a shock. Bess came close to
her side. The boys looked alternately at her and Mr.
Burson. The man in the buggy, who was within hear-
ing, studied his newspaper.

“ Naw,” said Mr. Burson, grimly, “the hitch warn't
about house-cleanin’. I reckon most of that you'll get
done down in our part you'll do yourself, anyway. Ther’
ain’t but four niggers in our county, and the white
women is tol’able independent.” He shook his head again
ominously. “No, marm! the thing you’re a-buckin’ up
ag’in now is some diffrunt to house-cleanin’!”

“ What is it?” demanded Eleanor, her face whiten-
ing. “ Surely the Company——"

“There ain’t no Company!” Mr. Burson interrupted.
“ Hit’s busted.”

“It’'s—what? ”

“ Busted. That’s what I said.”

For a moment the boards of the platform wobbled
under Miss Dinwoody’s feet. “ The Company ” was the
foundation upon which she had thought to build. With
that gone l—with no foundation! Then she felt the won-
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dering eyes of the children upon her and gathered her-
self together. .

“ But the superintendent——" she began.

“There ain’t no superintendent! I was to have had
that job, but when the thing went to pieces it left me high
and dry, same as the rest of ’em—a little higher, I reckon,
than most.” She perceived that the man had his own
private causes for soreness.

“ When did this happen? ” she demanded.

“ Well—it’s been shaky fur some time. I know that
now—though I didn’t suspicion it till lately. It was
a-boomin’ when your brother was out here. And I
thought it was all right when I give you the school. But
about the time you wrote me you was a-comin’ the bottom
dropped out of the whole darned thing!”

“ And why was I not notified? ” demanded Miss Din-
woody, severely.

Mr. Burson looked at her with narrowing eyes, then
at Bess and each child in turn with a questioning squint
and nod, as much as to say, “ Now, what do you think
of that?” His only audible observation, however, when
he reached the last one was a murmured,

“ Well, I'll be dad shemmed!”

Then he turned upon Miss Dinwoody with some
warmth,

“Ef you'd ’a’ saw fit to wait fur my letter as I told
you to, you'd ’a’ found yourself notified good and plenty!
But you was hell-bent on comin’—and now here you
airl” :
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To the great surprise of the boys, Eleanor, after a
moment’s silence, frankly extended her hand to the irate
farmer. “I beg your pardon, Mr. Burson. I was so
upset that I didn't realize, for the moment, that that was
what your letter was about. You have done all you pos-
sibly could, and the fault is entirely mine. I should have
waited.”

“ Well, yes—you should. Ther’ ain’t no kind of doubt
about that, but still it was right ornery in me to be a-
throwin’ it up to you jest at this time. You've got troubles
enough right now without me a-pesterin’ you.”

“ I don’t blame you one bit. It was awfully exasperat-
ing. But—"

“You see, I didn’t want to write to you about it till I
knowed fur shore, But I thought ef you could jest hold
off a little—"

“ Of course! But I, having the house-cleaning in my
mind—and now “—she looked at Bess and the boys in
dismayed perplexity—" what in the world are we going to
do?”

Mr. Burson stepped to his wagon, ostensibly to dis-
cipline his horses. “ She’s up ag’in it!” he said in a low
tone to the man in the buggy between loud reproaches
to the team. “I reckon I'll give her time to git her
bearin’s.”

“ Didn’t she know anything about the collapse? ”

“Not a darned thing! Stand still there, will you!
Pretty tough, ain’t it?”

They conversed in low tones, and when Mr. Burson
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went back to the little group on the platform his manner
was kind and respectful. He had just remarked to his
companion, “ I reckon she’s a-gittin’ all that’s comin’ to
’er, "thout me puttin’ in any fu'ther.”

“ Well, ma’am, now you've had time to talk it over a
bit, what are you a-layin’ off to do? Go on or back
out?”

“1I don’t know,” said Eleanor, helplessly. * I've given
up my position in Chicago.”

“Couldn’t you go back to Washington—where you
come from?”

“No. You see, we are uprooted there and there is
nothing to go back to. All the children have in the world
is in this farm.”

“H-m!” breathed Mr. Burson. “ Well—you’re better
off than some at that. You’ve got a house, and a horse,
and a cow—and a calf. She’s got a calf now.”

“ Oh, Aunt Nell, can’t I have it? Please!”

“ Hush, Juddie,” whispered Bess, “ don’t bother Aunt
Nell now.”

“Oh, come on and le’s go, Aunt Nell!” This from
the boys. “ Don’t le’s back out!”

“T don’t see but we will have to go on,” said Eleanor,
at last. “ There’s nothing else to do. All our furniture
is here, and there is no place to take it. Besides "—her
courage rising as she confronted the difficulties,—" the
house is there and the land is there, and with a cow and
all the provisions I have just stocked up with we can’t
starve before next summer. After that ”—with close-set
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lips—“ if we four can’t make a living out of that farm
we ought to starve!”

“Ther’ ain’t many does that down our way that’s got
your grit,” Farmer Burson assured her with rising ad-
miration. Then noticing Tom’s gun, “ Why, this fellow
can keep you in game.”

“Is there any fishing? " asked Hunter, anxiously.

“You bet there’s fishing!”

“Load the wagons,” said Eleanor. And the die was
cast.

In the talk that followed about stowing the family
away for the journey, Mr. Burson called out,

“ Oh, Neil! Come here.”

The young man in the buggy sprang out as if this call
was not unexpected. Eleanor had time only to notice
that he was broad-shouldered and well-built, apparently
about twenty-one or two, and looked the gentleman, when
he was introduced.

“This is Mr. Neil Gilmer, Miss Dinwoody. He is
your nearest neighbour, and as he happened to be up
here a-gittin’ him a new buggy, he ’lowed maybe he could
help us out by haulin’ some of you down.”

“ As your neighbour I should be very happy to be of
service to you,” he assured her, with a fleeting glance
at Bess, whom Miss Dinwoody presented. They both
noted with pleasure his cultured speech, and his smile
was so frank and boyish that Eleanor’s heart warmed to
him.
“I have a seat in my buggy which I should be glad to



THE DINWOODYS STRIKE A SNAG ~ 48

offer one of you ladies.” He looked hopefully toward
Bess, but Miss Dinwoody, remembering that she was the
guardian not only of her nephews but of her fair niece as
well, and that this young gentleman was unknown to her,
" promptly accepted for herself.

“ That leaves the girl to the stage-driver,” Mr. Burson
helped out.

“Oh, that won’t do,” Eleanor said, hastily. “I
thought perhaps she would ride with you.”

“ My wagon’s too rough. The boys can ride with me
and Tobe.” Then, impatiently, “ Oh, let the girl ride
in the new buggy. Him and her will want to get ac-
quainted. It’s all right! I've knowed Neil sence he was
in dresses.”

They all laughed at this endorsement and it was so
settled.

“ Well, Juddie and I will take the stage-driver, then.
How long have you known him?”

“ Sence the year 1. Now, Neil, you show these ladies
up to the hotel, and Tobe and me will git the wagons
loaded up to-night. You have the bill of lading, Miss
Dinwoody? . . . Yes, ma’am, I’ll see that it’s done jest
about right. Six—sharp—remember!”

She left him with a comfortable feeling of reliance
upon his strength. The Company might have collapsed,
but the Company’s superintendent hadn't, certainly.
There was something back of her yet!
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THE STAGE-COACH OF THE OZARKS

O one who has been facing a crisis demanding
action there is a sedative quality about a decision
for or against. It is the wavering man, driven by
the wind, and tossed, that may not hope to find peace.

Eleanor Dinwoody had lain down to rest fearing a
visitation from the spectres of the night. She was not a
little surprised on waking to find that her sleep had been
profound and dreamless, and that she rose refreshed and
stout of heart.

“It is a beautiful day, Bess,” she announced from
the open window—“a fine day for our start in the
Ozarks. Let’s take it as a good omen and get all the
pleasure out of it we can—to-day and always.” (And
really Bess’s anticipations were not at all gloomy.)
“Yes, Juddie, you and I are going in the stage-coach.
Won't it be fine to deliver the mail?”

She had accepted the situation. It remained only now
to adjust herself to it. And the power of adjustment
in a human soul to the exigencies of life is one of the
seven wonders of the world.

In the dining-room they were met by Neil Gilmer, who
announced that Mr. Burson, his man, and the two boys

had already started.
“
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“We will wait till the hack comes and then start on
just ahead of you,” he told Eleanor, who appreciated the
thoughtfulness of this arrangement.

Unconsciously to herself Eleanor had in her mind the
picturesque stage-coach of the West and the long ago,
and almost expected to see four horses and hear the horn.
She had already spoken for a seat beside the driver,
being determined to lose nothing of the journey. But
like most pictures of the mind this one proved to be a
fancy sketch rather than a photograph. They could
hardly restrain their mirth when the coach appeared.
It was a three-seated, covered wagonette, the driver’s
seat reserved for Miss Dinwoody, indeed, but the rest
of the vehicle loaded to the muzzle—a towering mass
of boxes, bundles, bags, and feather beds apparently,—
the whole held in place by ropes.

“ Why, Aunt Nell,” objected Juddie, “ that’s the junk-
wagon!”

“ No, Juddie, that is an Ozark stage-coach. ‘Any room
for passengers, driver?”

“Shore! H’ist her up, young feller. There! Got
plenty er room, hain’t you? and the kid too?”

Miss Dinwoody waved a tragic farewell to her niece,
who had retired behind her handkerchief. * If you never
see me again, Bess, take care of the boys—and keep the
silver bright!”

“Now, step lively, young man, ef you’re a-goin’ to
lead this here percession,” admonished the driver. “ The
United States mails—and females—don’t wait fur nothin’
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these days. I take it you are one of them kind, ma’am?”

“I am. Direct from the seat of government.”

The man chuckled. He had an abiding sense of hu-
mour and was glad to be met on his own ground. His
life was monotonous,—forth in the morning, back at
night ; the same repeated six days in the week and fifty-
two weeks in the year. Necessarily his contact with the
world was through his passengers. But “ Iron sharpen-
eth iron; so a man sharpeneth the countenance of his
friend.” The stage-driver in his years of service had
profited by this kind of attrition, and as freely as he had
received he gave, and gave, moreover, with such joyous
abandon of rhetoric that it was a pleasure to sit beside
him. His cheerful comradeship was exactly the tonic
Miss Dinwoody needed on this particular morning.

“ What is all this load you are carrying?” she asked
when they were well under way.

“U. S. mail, ma’am.”

“Mail! These feather beds?”

“Them ain’t beds. They’re hat-boxes. The bags
round ’em is made of old ticks—that’s all. Yes, ma’am,
sence this here parcels post has come in I carry all the
gals’ hats—and all their other truck, too, I reckon. Great
thing—the parcels post is.”

When the first house came in sight Eleanor turned
from her inspection of her surroundings to find the driver
sorting out bags from a pile that lay at his feet. He
took up one of blue denim with a name embroidered
on it. It swung by a long string. The man was evi-
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dently preparing for action of some kind, for he held the
bag poised.

“ What is that?” Eleanor asked, curiously.

“That’s a mail poke. Now, you watch.”

Just ahead was the house by the roadside and in front
of it a post with a notched arm extending from it.
Deftly, and without the loss of a second, the driver swung
the string of his “ poke ” safely over the arm and left it
dangling there like the body of a criminal from the gal-
lows. “ Now, their mail’s delivered.”

“It is a good-sized bag. Do they ever have mail
enough to fill it?”

“ Naw,” he said, contemptuously. “They give me a
poke big enough fur a gal’s hat-box, and when it gits
back to ’em maybe there’s one postcard in the bottom of
it—and maybe there hain’t! They don’t have much mail
down here. But they count a heap on what they
do git.

“ There’s a woman down here on the road a piece—
she’s jest fit to rare and bust ’cause she don’t git no mail.
I told her yestiddy I'd bring her a letter to-day, shore.
Last night my wife says, ‘ You ought to write to Willie.’
I says, ‘ Willie nothin’! Write to him yo’self. I've got
to git up a letter fur that woman. I tell you she’s a-fixin’
tobust!’”

The road wound on uphill and down,—or more
strictly, downhill and up, for their starting point from
the railroad was eleven hundred feet above sea level,
and their first change a descent. The stage with its
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motley freight, its trembling passengers, and brakes all
on, went down, down, down, until it seemed to Eleanor
the bottom would never be reached. “ Little Piney ” had
cut a deep gash through the Ozarks here, and the ledges
of rock above the stream showed how stubborn the resist-
ance had been.

“ How clear this water is!” she commented.

“Yep. You don’t find no better water nowheres than
in the Ozarks. Ef you ain’t satisfied with it, you jes’
go down to Oklahomy.”

“You have been there?”

“1 have that! You see——" He settled himself com-
fortably for a story, and so did she.

“ Me and my wife has a married daughter down there,
and a year or so ago my wife got to kinder pinin’ after
her and the children, and one day she says: ¢ Jim, how
much money you got?’ I says, ‘’Nough to get down to
Oklahomy, I reckon, and a little more.” I knowed what
she wanted. ‘ Well,’ she says, ‘ it will be my las’ move—
but I want to go.” °All right, I says, ‘the Ozarks is
good enough fur me, but you helped make the money and
you've got a right to help spend it.’

“Well, we pulled up and went to Oklahomy. Good
country. [Easier to cultivate, I reckon, than this. But
the water!—well, I don’t expect you to believe me "—
(and she didn’t)—* but it’s true as I'm tellin’ you that
stuff was so chuck full of oil that when I'd stoop down to
drink outer the creek, I just had to push back grease
with both hands to find a place fur my mouth! It’s a



THE STAGE-COACH OF THE OZARKS 49

fact! I said first I wouldn’t drink it, but you can’t hold
out at that when you're livin’ in a place.

“ Well, my wife she never said a word. Ef she was
homesick she didn’t let on. And neither did I. I jes’
helt my breath when I drinked the water and helt my
tongue afterwards. But when we’d been there about six
months she says one day, ‘ Jim, how much money you got
now?’ ‘Jest about enough to git back to the Ozarks,’ I
says. ‘ Will you give me one mo’ move?’ she says. ‘I
reckon I'll have to,’ says I, tickled to death at the way
things was a-goin’, but not a-lettin’ on that-a-way to her.
No, sir!

“So we pulled up ag’in. And when we struck the
mountains down here in the Southwest she looked at 'em
pretty stiddy, and then she let out a long breath. ‘Jim,’
she says, ‘ them hills looks good to me!’

“ No, ma’am, we ain’t contemplatin’ another move.
This is a good country to live in, and I reckon it’s as good
as any fur buryin’ purposes. Accordin’ to my way o’
thinkin’ they don’t any of ’em ’mount to much fur that,
but—anyway, this is where it will be.”

I1f the Ozark water was the finest in the world, hardly
so much could be said of its post-offices. Places that
showed up proudly as towns on the map, which Eleanor
had studied until she knew it by heart, dwindled down to
_ wayside cabins with a limited stock of thread and needles,
a large supply of chewing tobacco, and a P. O. appendix
in the form of a stamp in some odd corner.

And always around it was the waiting group of rustics
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from the hills to whom the coming of the stage was the
one break in the deadly monotony of life—women in sun-
bonnets and check aprons riding horseback; unshaven,
stoop-shouldered men, and children of all ages.

Eleanor Dinwoody looked at the phlegmatic faces and
wondered how long it would be before she would look like
them., Was it environment that made them look so
stolid? If not, what was it? And how could one avoid
it?

Once on the road a woman stopped them and handed
the stage-driver a tin pail. “ I wisht you’d leave that over
to Jepson's,” she said without preliminaries or thanks,
and he stowed it away.

“ Are you delivery man as well as postman?”

“Yes, I am,” he returned, testily, “and it’s a-gittin’
old, too! Some of these people makes me think of a
story Jils Harrison used to tell. That warn’t in this
county, though.

“ Between his house and the county seat, about ten
mile away, there lived a woman, a Mrs. Nicholls, that
had a sister livin’ in town. Jils useter say that no matter
what time er day he started for the county seat, nor how
secret he kep’ it, when he got to the Nicholls place there
stood the old lady with a jug of buttermilk for him to
take to ‘Sister Marthy.’ She seemed to scent him
a-comin’, Well, the buttermilk would jounce around and
jostle out over the wagon-bed and the things in it, and it
got pretty old with Jils—same as this does with me.

“One day he had jes’ delivered his milk and gone on
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to the store across the street, where a lot of fellers was
a-layin’ fur him.

“‘ Good-mornin’, Jils,’ says one of ’em, ‘I see you
brung yo’ jug, as usual’

““Yes,” says Jils, sorter disgusted like, ‘ef that old
woman knowed I was goin’ to hell she’d have a jug of
buttermilk to send to the devil—or some of her other
relatives!’”

The stage road lay through endless forests—oak
mainly, with here and there a walnut or a hickory, and
in the valleys tall sycamores and spreading elms. But
Oak Ridge would have been no misnomer for the country
at large, for they were on the mountains most of the way
and the oaks were their companions. Occasionally where
the trees had been felled vistas opened and showed
glimpses of fields and pasture lands beyond, but oftener
the young oaks springing up made a thick, impenetrable
undergrowth. At one such place, deeply dark and mys-
terious-looking, Juddie crept closer to Eleanor’s side.

“ Aunt Nell,”—in an awed voice—‘are there any
tigers in that jungle?”

“ Why, Juddie, dear, that isn’t a jungle. It is Africa
where they have jungles.”

“ Where Teddy Roosevelt is?” The child had heard
much in Washington of Roosevelt and the big game.

““ Where he was. He isn’t there any more.”

“He isn’t]!” exclaimed Juddie in great surprise,
“ Why, who is taking care of the animals?”

The stage-driver threw back his head with a roar.
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“ There’s several of ’em strivin’ to do it, bub.”

It was jungle and forest and field by turns—a grateful
succession to eyes wearied with brick and mortar and the
grime of the city. Sometimes a curve of the road would
take them straight from the heart of the wilderness to a
hilltop, where they could overlook a peaceful valley with
checkered fields of green and gold; pasture lands and
grazing cattle; the house that told of human life and its
interests; and far in the distance green walls of ever-
present forest whose gently undulating skyline gave a
hint of other hills and other valleys yet beyond.

Over it all, this day, was the sky that goes best with
such a landscape—a blue vault and floating cumulus
clouds that cast their shadows on the green fields, mov-
ing and shifting and disappearing to make way for others,
like the succession of waves on the sea.

The stage-driver stopped at one such place that his
passenger might better take it in. He was pleased at her
appreciation of his native heath.

As they looked across the valley a gleam of light caught
the highest hilltops, running along the skyline and chang-
ing the olive to vivid green. It spread swiftly down and
down until the whole dark mass was aglow. The girl
lifted her eyes to the clouds to look for a cause. When
they dropped again to the hills they stood dark and solid
as at first, and the searchlight was playing across the
meadows. “ There are compensations,” she told her-
self, softly. “ Even for the solitudes there are compen-
sations. We don't get that in the city.”
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It was a long journey Miss Dinwoody took that day,
with the forest and the stage-driver for companions, but
she did not tire of it, having that love of Nature that is a
never-failing resource, and an appreciation of human na-
ture even in the rough. Besides this, the land she was
passing through was to be her home; she must become
acquainted with it and its methods.

They passed an enclosed wood by the roadside with
its trees girdled by the woodman’s axe.

“ Are they cutting those trees down?”

“ Naw, they’ve jest deaded ’em. They do that much
and then they die theyselves.”

“ But why do they want them to die?”

“ They're a-makin’ a pasture. They’ll put that out to
grass and they don’t want so much shade. See them goats
over hyarnder? They’'ve turnt ’em in here to browse.
They'll clear the land of underbresh.”

“Why don’t they cut the trees down decently, in-
stead of leaving them to die by inches, and then dis-
figure the landscape with their blackened, unsightly
trunks? ”

“ Cheaper. Hit takes from five to ten dollars fur a
man to clear an acre of land, and the goats will do it fur
fifty cents—and their board. As to their bein’ unsightly
—we don’t make pastures down here fur people to look
at.”

Miss Dinwoody continued to view the helpless victims
marked for destruction.

“ It is murder!” she declared. “ Nothing less.”
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“T never heared of nobody bein’ hung fur it—yit. I
don’t know what they’ll do when the women git to man-
agin’ things. Naw,” he concluded, contemptuously,
“trees ain’t no rarity down in the Ozarks. The more
of ’em you ‘murder’ the bigger man you air. I know
a tree down here on Spring Creek that the stump looks
like one of these here big trees in Californy. The owner
sold it fur fifty cents.”

“ He ought to have been fined or imprisoned!”

“ Say!” said the driver, with interest; “ won’t you all
be plumb blood-suckers when you git to servin’ on juries!
I reckon when us men git through payin’ our fines we
won’t hardly have enough change left fur chawin’ to-
bacco!”

“ We may interdict the tobacco, too.”

He looked puzzled. * Inter—which?”

“ How is this county on the liquor question?” asked
Miss Dinwoody, ignoring his query.

“ Dry as fodder. That is, in general. I won't say but
what it’s a little damp on the aidges where the contagious
counties dreen down onto us.—What’s that feller a-wait-
in’ fur?” he broke off to say, for Neil Gilmer had reined
up by the roadside. Miss Dinwoody looked at once to see
if Bess appeared unhappy or discontented with her lot
in life, but could not perceive that she did.

“Yep,” said the stage-driver, “dinner at Farley’s.
They ain’t no other place. That white house with the
blue trimmin’s is it.” Then to Eleanor, “I leave you
there, ma’am. This young feller will load you on to the
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other stage. Yes, ma’am, I turn round now and go back
to the old woman, and that driver he does the same.”
At Farley’s he shook hands with her cordially.
“I'm sorry I can’t haul you all the way. I've en-
joyed your company.”
“1It is certainly mutual,” said Eleanor. The last word
she heard was:
“ It's—avhich? ”



v
MR. BURSON IS WON

HE dining-table at Farley’s was a long and ex-

ceedingly narrow one, with a platter of fried

bacon and heaped-up dishes of vegetables ranged
down the centre on a plumb line. To add to the appear-
ance of unyielding precision, with these were alternated
impartially glass receptacles of honey, jam, molasses,
apple-butter, and pale-yellow pickles.

But if the table was prim it was also clean, and a ride
of six hours in the mountain air had whetted their appe-
tites. None of the viands went begging, least of all the
plate of “ Ozark biscuits,” as they were introduced,—fat
and generous, and slightly lemon-tinged.

Neil and the two ladies sat at one end of the table and
exchanged experiences; Mr. Burson and the boys at the
other, with the stage-drivers and the other hotel habitués,
among whom was not only the sound of noisy feeding
but a riot of double negatives, and misplaced preterits
and past participles.

When it came time for the start, Miss Dinwoody, who
had a consuming desire to talk business, elected to ride
with Mr. Burson and gave up her seat on the stage to
Tom. He, of course, was nothing loath, as the new
driver was young and had already avowed an intimate

56
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knowledge of squirrels and “ pattridges,” and a speak-
ing acquaintance with ‘possums. From the buggy came
no motion for a change of partners.

And so the little overland train started on the last lap
of the journey.

There were many things about which Eleanor wanted
to talk to the farmer. The stage-driver’s picturesque
talk had been enjoyed to the full, but through it all had
been an undercurrent of wonder as to how her grapes
were to be got to market over these roads. The cares of
life were beginning to press.

“1 want to ask about the school, Mr. Burapn When
does it begin? ”

“ As soon as you are ready. We'll give you time to git
settled and rest

“ And how long does it continue?”

“ Four months.”

“Four months!” There was rank consternation in

-her voice.

“How long was you figurin’ on?”

“A ten-months’ term. That's what I have always
had.”

“You wouldn’t hardly expect us to be as fur along as
they are in Chicago, would you? No, ma’am, down here
from four to eight months is the rule, and ours ain't a
very up-and-comin’ district. The State allows us a hun-
dred dollars extry for an eight-months’ school ef we tax
ourselves up to the limit. But we don’t often do that.
This is sort of in the backwoods like, and they don't
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think as much of schoolin’ round here as they do of
gittin’ shed of taxes. Now, I'd like to have the full
eight months myself.”

“But four months!” groaned Eleanor, in despair.
“I never thought to ask.”

“No more’n I did to tell you.”

“ And that was what I was depending on to take us
through the year.”

“It’s tough! I'll be dad shemmed if it ain’'t! But
you won’t starve. You said so at the station.”

“T shan’t starve—no. But my cow may. I haven’t
any food for her.”

“ Feed,” corrected the farmer.

“Feed. I don’t even know how to use country lan-
guage. She is so precious to me that I use human terms
in speaking of her.”

“She’ll feed herself fur a while. Maybe something
will turn up before winter.”

“1 have more faith in turning things up myself.”

“ Same here!” Without intending to do so she had
struck a responsive chord. Her stock rose several points
with the farmer. This was his hobby.

They rode in silence for half a mile, Eleanor deep in
thought. Something must be done to supplement a four-
months’ term—possibly a private school. But would the
people be the kind that would patronize such a school?

“ I wish you would tell me something about the families
I am likely to have children from, Mr. Burson. Are any
of them colonists like ourselves?”
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“A few. And most of ’em jest about as discouraged
as you air right now. There’s Jacob Honn, the carpenter.
He’s got five children, all of school age, and he’s kickin’
like a mule at a four-months’ term. But then he’s a-kick-
in’ at about everything, ’s fur as that goes. I can’t blame
him. This thing goin’ to pieces the way it done is hard on
him. He was led to believe that ef he come he would
git the buildin’ of all the new settlers’ houses, and he
laid in a little stock of lumber and paint and truck, and
there it is—and there it’s likely to be. ’Tain’t likely
there’ll be no more settlers a-comin’, now the bottom’s
dropped out. So Honn’s business is gone. Course
he could farm,—he’s a hard-workin’ man. But he
didn’t come fur that. . . . Yes'm, he’s got five
children.”

“ Who else is there?”

“Well, there's Schlitz—a cantankerous Dutchman
from down about Hermann. He come out here with
Erdmann, the man that was on your place. They was
a-goin’ to do a big business makin’ wine. Maybe they
would ’a’ succeeded. I dunno. They knowed their busi-
ness. But when Erdmann died that knocked Schlitz out,
for he hadn’t planted no vineyard, dependin’ on the
other man.”

“ Maybe he and I can work the wine business to-
gether.”

“You'd better go slow on Schlitz,” admonished Mr.
Burson. “But then ”"—significantly—* you'll get ac-
quainted with him in school.”
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“ How many children has he?”

“Four. Good children they are, too, and smart. He’s
the one that makes the trouble. He wants to run the
school.”

“1 don’t think he will run mine. I am not afraid of
anybody, Mr. Burson, if you, as school director, will
stand back of me.”

“T'll do that,” he said, emphatically, *“ whether it’s
Schlitz’s boy or mine. I ain’t a man that has had much
schoolin’, Miss Dinwoody, but I am one what you can
depend on.”

“ Thank you,” she said, simply. “I have felt that
from the first. And that is what I need. I know how to
teach and to manage a school—I don’t ask any help there
—but I must know that the school directors will sustain
me. Are there any Gilmer children?” She was hoping
there were.

“ No, Neil’'s father and mother ain’t livin’. He makes
his home with his uncle, Burton Gilmer, just the other
side of your place. They bach up there—Crow’s Roost,
they call the place.”

“Is the old gentleman as friendly as his nephew?”

“ Wall, no,” replied Mr. Burson, with a short laugh.
“The ‘old gentleman’ ain’t what you'd call exactly
friendly. I've lived neighbour to him fur twenty year
and I don’t know nothin’ ’bout him now but his name and
where he lives, and that he has brung up, with the help
of a old nigger woman, one of the nicest boys in our
county. That's what Neil is. I've knowed him from the
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ground up. They was livin’ at Crow’s Roost when I
come to this neighbourhood twenty years ago last Feb-
ruary. I reckon I had been here three year before ever
I seen Burton Gilmer. He kep’ some closeter then than
he does now, but he ain’t no neighbour yit.”

“ Where did he come here from?”

“ That was what I was goin’ to tell you about. The
first time ever I seen him was over at Swigmore. That
was befo’ we had a post-office in the neighbourhood and
we all had to go to Swigmore for our mail. That’s quite
a place. Maybe you've heared of it. There’s 437 peo-
ple in Swigmore. I remember because they had it in the
paper that there was a gain of thirteen sence the last
census—some claimed it was fourteen. Well, I met Bur-
ton Gilmer at the post-office, and I says, jest to be
friendly, ¢ You're not a native, I take it, Mr. Gilmer.’

“‘No,’ he says.

“¢St. Louis?’

“‘No, sir.’

“* Jeff City, maybe?’

“ He let out a sorter growl-like that I taken fur ‘no,
and that was every darned thing he did let out! Well,
I didn’t care a picayune where he come from. I wanted
to be sociable. That was all. But when you mention
two or three places that a man mout ’a’ come from, and
he don’t open up, why, naturally, you let the subject
drap. I don’t know any man around here that knows
where Burton Gilmer come from, or asks him any ques-
tions. He’s one of the kind that believes in keepin’ to
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himself and lettin’ everybody do the same,~’thout no
words about it. Well, my notion is that you can’t go
through the world that way, Miss Dinwoody. We ain’t
fenced off in separate lots. We are put here all to-
gether in one pasture, as you may say, and it don’t do to
go to bitin’ and kickin’ at everybody that gits near you.
Not that Burton Gilmer does that. That’s Schlitz.
T’other one jes’ moves off. But sooner or later there
always comes a time when you need a neighbour—and
when you do it’s mighty convenient to be on speakin’
terms with one.”

This was a long speech for Mr. Burson, and Eleanor
divined that back of it was some little feeling.

“I'd have been in a bad fix to-day if you had held
those views,” she said.

“ Well, yes, you would.” Then, after a pause, “ But
he’s a good, straight man—Burton Gilmer is—and a
smart one. Maybe I ought not to ’a’ said what I did.
But then you won’t have nothin’ to do with him in the
schoolin’ line—nor no other, "tain’t likely.”

Eleanor supposed not, but felt a fleeting regret that the
old gentleman, their nearest neighbour, should be so
notably unneighbourly in a place where neighbours were
scarce.

“ Are these all the children I am likely to have?”

“Oh, Lord, no! The woods is full of ’em. There’s
plenty of children round here ef they come. They are
a little onreg’lar. Sometimes they ain’t got the shoes,
and sometimes they ain’t got the will. I don’t want to
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discourage you, Miss Dinwoody, but this is sort of a do-
less community you’re a-gittin’ into. The old settlers—
the natives, we call ’em—ain’t got no ambition, and the
new ones is lost heart.”

“Then I suppose,” said Eleanor, genially, “ my work
is cut out for me. It is not only to teach arithmetic but
instill ambition.”

“ Well,” the farmer said, doubtfully, “I reckon you
better go a little slow a-pumpin’ ambition into ’em. Gen-
‘ally all that amounts to is puttin’ the notion in their
heads—the smartest ones—that they’re too good fur the
country and ought to go to the city. We’ve had about
as much of that kind of help from the schoolma’ams as
the county can stand! Now, about this here Farm
Homes Association—I never did keer so special about
bringin’ a lot of people here that don’t know nothin’ about
farmin’. They’re bound to fail unless they’ve got money
or a lot of grit. Gilmer said that from the first.”

“ Mr. Gilmer! Why, he told me last night he thought
it was a good scheme and would work yet.”

“Oh, you're talking about Neil. He’s young enough
to think anything’ll succeed. But the ‘old gentleman,’
now ""—he said it with a quiver of his eyelids that Eleanor
did not at all understand—* he’s got years enough onto
him to know that a good many of'm is goin’ to fail, and
he can most always tell the weak spot, too. I'll say that
much fur him ef he ain’t no neighbour. Naw,” he con-
tinued, “ we don’t keer so much about new people comin’
down here—not meanin’ you, of course—but we do want
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to keep our own boys and girls and learn ’em that they
kin do a heap better right here than they've ever saw
done. Ef you've got any dope fur that kind of ambition,
git out yo’ medicines and go to mixin’ up! But ef yourn
is the other kind, maybe you'd better bottle it up a
while.”

Having rather vague ideas about what her own “ dope ”
really was, Eleanor offered nothing further, and the
farmer continued.

“ There’s consid’able gee-hawin’ round here, too.
They don’t pull together. What one wants another is
bound not to have. Now, this here meetin’-house ques-
tion. We have to vote every year whether we will let the
schoolhouse be used for anything besides school pur-
poses—church and public meetin’s, et cetery. The
women wanted it for church as well as school and it was
a-goin’ all right when here come Schlitz a-tellin’ ’em how
it was a union of church and state, and about their rights
as American citizens, and a whole lot of stuff like that.
He calls himself a ‘ a-the-os-tic,” or something like that—
sort of a infidel like, anyway.

“Well, I seen how it was a-turnin’ some of ’em, and
I jes’ rose up and I says: ‘ What’s the use er havin’ a
school ef we air a-goin’ to shet the young ones off from
the very things we are a-preparin’ ’em for?’ Then I
says, ‘ You men own this land ; your fathers owned it be-
fore you ; some of 'em fit fur it in the war. Air you goin’
to let a Dutchman from Hermann come down here and
tell you what your rights as American citizens is? Our
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wives is got some rights, I reckon, and they want this
school buildin’ for a meetin’-house. Give it to ’em! Ef
Mr. Schlitz don’t want to come let him stay away!’

“Well, it done the business. And my wife she made
me a cherry pie fur it. But they turnt it on me—and
that’s how we come to have a four-months’ school. When
the question of the school term come up, Schlitz—bein’ a
renter with children—was fur a eight-months’ school and
a heavier tax, and Mr. Honn and me was with him.
Then what did Sam Hubbins, a old skinflint mossback,
do but git up and ask ’em ef they was a-goin’ to let
any old Dutchman tell them how much they was to
tax theyselves. And, sir, they voted a four-months’
school ! ”

He rubbed his chin reflectively. ‘“ A man like Burton
Gilmer could do a heap er good at our school meetin’s,
but he won’t come. He says he’s out of it. But I hold,
Miss Dinwoody, that a man ain’t got a right to be in a
community and not a part of it.”

“1 suppose not,” she said, doubtfully—"“a man.”

This was the exact position she had intended to take
herself. In view of the want of co-operation in the com-
munity that Mr. Burson’s story indicated it did not seem
quite tenable.

“Isn’t there any church building here? ” she asked.

“No, ma’am.”

“Where do they have their Sunday school?”

“They don't have no Sunday school.”

“ They might have it at the public hall, I should think.”



66 THE KEEPER OF THE VINEYARD

“ There ain’t no public hall.”

“ Why, the Farm Homes literature said—"

“The Farm Homes literature said a lot of things that
ain’t come to pass yit—and never will.”

“ But the cannery?”

“ My wife’s kitchen is all the cannery I've saw.”

“And the creamery? Don't tell me there isn’t a
creamery!” She had counted on sending in milk and
bringing home butter.

“Your cow’s as good as any, I reckon. I’ll lend you
our old churn. We've got a new one now.”

“ But the central farm? Is that a myth, too?”

“ Well, I reckon you might call mine the central farm
ef you wanted to keep up the lie.”

The very ground was sinking under Miss Dinwoody’s
feet. '

“ Mr. Burson,” she said, bracing herself for the an-
swer, “is there a house on our land?”

“ There certainly is—and a good one.”

She sank back. “ Thank heaven! Will we get there
before dark? I want to get my feet on solid ground.”

“You'll find it solid enough, I reckon,” he said, drily.
“But I'm a-goin’ to put you up at my house fur the
night—half a mile this side. We could git you there be-
fore dark, but you won’t feel like goin’ to farmin’ the
first night, I reckon. After a good supper and a night’s
rest, things will look bnghter to you, maybe. Marthy’s
lookin’ fur you.”

“Oh, Mr. Burson!”—her voice broke thea—" you
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are so good! I think I will have more courage in the
morning.”

“Course you will. And youll come out all right.
That boy of yourn is takin’ hold right now. He’s drove
most of the way. I'll learn him how to hitch up in the
mornin’.”

“ Please do. There are so many things they will have
to learn that I can’t teach them. I feel so helpless about
that.”

“TI'll learn ’em,” he said, kindly. “Ef I ain’t the
superintendent of no colony, I'm a-going to stand back of
you and your children till you git on your feet. So
there!”

And no classic music or flight of rhetoric ever sounded
so sweet in Eleanor Dinwoody’s ears.

“1 think I will change places with Bess now,” she said
after a time. “I want you to become acquainted with my
niece, Mr. Burson.”

The exchange gave her an opportunity to do the same
with her niece’s companion. She felt a little doubtful
whether she had done her full duty as guardian to-day.
But Mr. Burson had given Neil Gilmer a fine character,
and she was coming to pin her faith to the farmer in all
things not pertaining to letters. Her two hours’ drive
with the young man, now confirmed the favourable im-
pression she had received. Here at least would be one
companionable neighbour—and one neighbour with that
qualification is worth a score lacking it.
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When they reached the farmer’s home Mrs. Burson,
motherly and broad, was there to greet them, and when
she had welcomed them in her homely fashion and seated
them at her bountiful table they were in no mood to look
askance at the napery.

In the privacy of their bed-chamber, however, with
Juddie asleep on a “ pallet,” and a two-story bed await-
ing themselves, a longing for the flesh-pots of Egypt fell
upon Bess.

“Oh, for a bathroom!” she sighed, looking at the
granite basin in a chair that was to do duty as a
lavatory.

This met with no response and she persisted,

“Wouldw't you like to step into a bathtub, Aunt
Nell?”

“Yes,” said Eleanor, with a deliberation that was dis-
tinctly significant, “I should like to step into a bath-
tub. But we can’t have everything in this world, Bess,
and let me tell you that we are having right now what is
worth more to us than a bathroom nickel-plated and tiled
with onyx! Do you know of any city home, Bess Din-
woody—the place where such luxuries prevail—that
would take in and minister to five hungry, houseless,
homesick wayfarers? . . . No, I guess you don’t!
Well, then—bathe in sections in the granite ware, and be
thankful! But first of all—help me off with this feather
bed. I adore the warmth of the Burson welcome, but I
don’t wish to be smothered in their feathers!”
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“ Aunt Nell,” Bess whispered, guardedly, when they
were ensconced in the transformed bed, “ isn’t Mr. Bur-
son’s grammar simply awful?”

“It is startling,” admitted Eleanor, “but

**  Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.’

“In our present straits practical knowledge in a coun-
sellor, and a willingness to impart, are worth tons of
syntax. Mr. Gilmer says Mr. Burson is one of the best
farmers in the county, and a perfectly reliable man. I
like his grammar! It is so different from that of the
Farm Homes literature!”



VI
A LODGE IN THE WILDERNESS

CCORDING to city standards Eleanor Dinwoody
A rose early the next morning, and, as the farmer
had predicted, with a strengthened heart. Food
and rest and the oil of consolation had done their work.
How swiftly courage ebbs away with the fading light!
How steadily it flows back with the coming of the dawn!
Surely this old world of ours has known no more
beneficent fiat than that the alternation of day and night
shall not cease.

She slipped from the bed so as not to awaken Bess,
stepped over Juddie, who lay on his pallet in the uncon-
scious grace of babyhood, and throwing one of Mrs.
Burson’s gorgeous quilts about her sat down by the open
window.

The scene she looked upon was a singularly peaceful
one. A rolling valley, checkered with fields and meadows
and high-walled with wooded hills stretched out before
her. A stream ran through it, for while she could not
see the water, a fringe of willows and alders defined its
course. The sunlight was beginning to play on the dis-
tant hills and one by one their tips were lighted up. The

girl watching them drew a tense breath.
0
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***God’s ways are dark, but soon or late
They touch the shining hills of day,’ "
she said, softly. “ Whittier knew that, and he was a
seer.”

No dwelling was in sight except one half hidden in the
clump of trees on a hillside away across the fields.

“ I wonder if that can be our house,” she thought. “I
think Mr. Burson said we could see it from here.”

The road which passed in front of the Burson place
lost itself in the woods at the right, circled the little val-
ley, and was not seen again until it appeared close to the
house she had observed. There it turned abruptly up the
hill and back, disappearing in the forest—a tawny ribbon
thrown across the green hill.

“ There’s a way out,” she said, half aloud. “I wonder
—I wonder—if there isn’t always a way out—if we only
knew how to find it. . . . What is it in that green field
(if it is a field) next to the house?” She took an opera-
glass from her bag. “ Why, that is a vineyard! I do be-
lieve it is our place. Bess! Bess! wake up and look at
the land where our possessions lie!”

“Yes, that's the place,” Bess said, rubbing her
eyes. “Mr. Gilmer told me last night where to look
for it.”

“ I certainly am glad we will be able to see the Burson
light. That will be some company.”

They dressed hastily and woke Juddie, all eager now to
reach their own.

As they were ready to start after breakfast Mrs. Bur-
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son put into Eleanor’s hands a generous loaf of bread.
“You won’t have time to cook much to-day. I'll start
the boys across the fields with the milk. I hope the house
will please you.”

“Oh, I think it will,” said Eleanor, vaguely. “I'm
going to make it suit. I only wish I could have got a
woman.”

Down the road “a right smart piece,” as the ver-
nacular hath it, they came to the schoolhouse, which
Eleanor viewed with interest, and a little further on to
Mr. Honn’s place, with its pathetic little unused lumber
pile.

“We'll stop for the mail,” Mr. Burson said. “Yes,
he has the post-office. It was to come to me, but I didn’t
hardly have time to bother with it, and then I reckon he
needs it wuss’'n I do.”

But not even the post-office had succeeded in pacifying
Mr. Honn.

“You've come to the jumpin’ off place,” he told
Eleanor in acknowledgment of their introduction.

“ Well, I'm not going to jump off yet! Isn’t this view
beautiful!

“ Oh, the view is all right,” he growled, “ but you can’t
live on views.”

“ No,” was the quick retort, “ they don’t feed the body
but they do the soul.” She was thinking, “ I will not let
myself be dominated by this man’s pessimism.” But,
for all that, she was depressed by it.

They passed the vineyard in time and turned into an



A LODGE IN THE WILDERNESS 78

enclosure studded with oaks. “ Thank Heaven, there
are trees!” murmured Eleanor. * And such trees!”

“You'd better thank Heaven the Dutchman lived long
enough to clear some of them out.”

“I do. It is open and beautiful as an English park.
And see that magnificent ledge of rocks across from us.”

“ That’s on towards Crow’s Roost. It’s pretty rough
around there.”

When they drew up before the door Neil Gilmer was
a.wamng them.

“ Good-morning ! good-morning! I hope you both feel
rested.” He shook hands with them as if they were old
friends. And indeed they felt themselves to be. It was
good to see his handsome, boyish face. There was a
trumpet call to courage in his very voice.

“ Well, walk in, Miss Dinwoody, and see how you like
the looks of things.” It struck Eleanor that they were
anxious on this score.

“1 will take a look outside first.”

What she saw was a neat story-and-a-half house with
a broad porch across the front and double windows in
each room that commanded the valley view. Above was
an expanse of windowlesss roof. The bedrooms had one
window each in the gables. Miss Dinwoody shook her
head slowly in perplexity. “ Why?—why?” she said to
Bess, “ would anybody build in a spot like this, with an
outlook that would bring peace to the soul, and then
shut it off with shingles? There will have to be dormers
in that roof, Bess, if it takes our last dollar.” Miss Din-
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woody’s last dollar seemed likely to go for a variety of
things.

The room they entered was a large square one with a
fireplace at one end, carefully shut up. The walls were
covered with a dark-green paper, which sported yellow
medallions and pink and purple roses. The woodwork
was blue and doors were of the same startling hue with
maroon panels. It did not take much imagination to see
the old gold and red plush furniture that probably graced
this “parlour” in its pristine glory. A single door
opened into another room,—light and pleasant-looking by
contrast, but with white walls that brought out the blue
paint even more violently. This also had double windows
with the valley view.

Eleanor’s first comment was not about the colouring.

“ How clean it is! ” she said, looking around the rooms.
“1 hadn’t expected this. I thought you said you couldn’t
hire a woman.”

{4 Didn’t.”

“ Who swept it then?”

“ My wife. She come up here while I was gone after
you. But she didn’t do it fur money, Miss Dinwoody.”

“ Then, why—"

“I’ll tell you why she done it. There’s a story about
~ that.” They stood around him at attention.

“ You see, my wife’s mother was one of the people that
was sent out of Jackson County by Order No. 11. Maybe
you’ve heared tell of that order.” Eleanor nodded. “My
wife was just a little child then, but she says she never
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will forgit how they felt when they drove up through the
horse-weeds, high as the house nearly, just as night was
a-fallin’, That was bad enough, but when they got to
the house—well, the soldiers had stabled their horses
in it and they slep’ that night on beds made down on the
floor upstairs where the horses couldn’t git. The next
mornin’ they begun the cleanin’ with a hoe.

“ Well, after some weeks my wife’s mother found that
a neighbour woman and her husband was comin’ back—
they come stragglin’ in one by one them days—and she
tuk the girl (that's my wife) and the oldest boy and
they went over there and got that house all cleaned befo’
the people come. Her husband told her she was a fool
to do it, but when he’d got through arguin’ that-a-way
and went out, she called her children together and says
to ’em, she says: ‘ Now, let me tell you something, and
don’t you mever forgit it: The time to help anybody is
when they need it!’

“ And my wife says she never has forgot it. So, when
she found you was a-comin’, she says to me, ‘ Now, that
old lady’ (we thought you was old then) * will be power-
ful homesick when she gits to a dusty, cluttered-up house
jest at dark. I reckon I'll clean up a little fur ’er—like
Ma did fur her neighbour ’—so here you air!”

“ And then you said, ‘ And we will keep them over
night and start them off fresh in the morning.’”

“Well, I did!” he said, surprised. “ How did you
know? Did the old woman tell you?”

“No, I guessed it.” Her eyes were dim and she held
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out both hands for his horny grasp. “It was heavenly
kindness! Blessings on your wife, and your wife’s
mother, and your wife’s mother’s son-in-law!”

“1 wish uncle could have heard that little story,” Neil
said to Bess when the others had gone into the kitchen.
“ He told me this morning before he started to Chicago
that the truest kindness was to let people alone. He
thought I was intruding to come over here to help un-
load.”

(When Bess repeated this later to her aunt, Eleanor
said, indignantly, “ Why, he ought to be called ‘ Uncle
Grouch!’” And he was thereafter so unvaryingly that
Juddie supposed it was his name.)

Back to the dining-room the inspecting party came.

“Yes,” said Eleanor, contemplating the place and its
possibilities, “it is large and light, and when I get a
spacious opening cut, and my tan paper on the two rooms,
and the fireplace opened, and the blue paint covered
up__”

“ What's the matter with the paint?” demanded Mr.
Burson.

“1 shouldn’t like to subject my children to the de-
moralizing influence of this kind of decoration,” re-
turned Miss Dinwoody, surveying it critically.

“You'd better not be pomperin’ these children too
much. Let ’em take things as they find 'em.”

“I want them to face cheerfully every hardship of
pioneer life—except—maroon panels on blue doors! I'll
excuse them from that.”
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“I don’t see nothin’ the matter with 'em. We got
blue doors in our settin’-room.” Eleanor perceived that
the ice was thin,

“ There’s nothing the matter with them. It is a mere
question of taste. As Lincoln said, ‘ For anybody that
likes this kind of thing, it is about the kind of thing he
would like.” But you see I don’t happen to admire this
colour in a door. I don’t mind it in the sky. Besides,
Mr. Burson, don’t you think blue is rather a bad colour
for the Dinwoody family to look at constantly just now?
There’s enough blue in our circumstances to keep us
from getting hilarious without having it on the door-
frames.”

“There may be something in that,” admitted the
farmer, “though women in the country gen’ally has
enough to fill in the time ’thout settin’ and lookin’ at the
woodwork.”

(“ And that,” wrote Miss Dinwoody, in writing this
conversation to her friend Miss Dixon a few weeks later,
“1 have found to be strictly truel”)

The new cook-stove, bought at the railroad station,
was set up, and the boys despatched for wood, which
was to be had for the picking up. As he threw down his
armful Tom, casting longing eyes at his gun, said with -
studied nonchalance, “ Aunt Nell, I guess there isn’t any-
thing more important for me to do just now than to get
you some squirrels for dinner.”

“You've got another guess comin’,” said Mr. Burson,
collaring him before Eleanor had found her voice.
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“ You’re the man of the house now, my boy, and a man’s
first business is to keep his women folks in wood and
water. Now, don’t you mever forgit it! Clean out that
woodshed, you and the other one, and then take the
mornin’ to lay in a supply of wood.”

When the astonished youths had shot out of the door
he turned to Eleanor. “I beg yo’ pardon, ma’am, ef I
seem to be takin' yo’ business off'n yo’ hands. But you
told me to learn ’em all I could, and that’s the way you
have to talk to boys about wood. I 'lowed maybe I'd bet-
ter show you how. They may as well know at the start
that this ain’t no picnic they’re startin’ on.”

“You are perfectly right,” she said, immensely
amused.

“1 was just going to take them over to Crow’s Roost
to sharpen their axe,” smiled Neil, “ but I hardly dare
now.”

“ Go on! go on! and learn ’em all you can while you’re
doin’ it. There’s a heap they don’t know!”

Then turning to Eleanor, “I’ll leave this load here,
now the stove’s up, and go over and git the other one. I
couldn’t spare but one team this mornin’. You'll have a
chance to git ready for the furniture ’g’inst I come. I
won’t be back till after dinner, I reckon. Neil, meet me
here then and we’ll unload ’em.” -

As he rode off with the horses Eleanor called after
him, “ Send Mr. Honn over here, Mr. Burson—right
away—and tell him to bring his hammer and saw.”

“1 reckon that will be joyful news to Jacob,” solilo-
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quized the good man as he rode off, “ but what in thunder
does she want with his saw and hammer?”

When they were all gone Miss Dinwoody turned to her
niece :

“ Now, Bess, the time is ripe and the water is hot. The
day of the working-woman is at hand; and we are it.
Roll up your sleeves! In the language of the clear-
sighted Mr. Burson, ‘ This ain’t no picnic we’re a-start-
in’ on!’”



VII
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

¢ OW, what I want, Mr. Honn, is to have a large
opening cut here so these rooms can be thrown
together.”

“ Why, I wouldn’t hardly do that,” he remonstrated.
“You'll need a parlour, and you'll want to be able to
shut it off from these children, and close it up dark and
good. Then it will be ready any time——"

“For the guests that will not come,” she finished,
satirically. “I would rather use it for the people that
are already here.”

“ As you like. I'd be glad of the job. But then it
don’t look like it’s the thing you ought to do.”

“ Perhaps not,” she said, mildly, “ but it is the thing
I am going to do. When can you do it?”

“ Next week ? "—tentatively.

“ That wouldn’t suit me at all. I want it done imme-
diately. Didn’t you bring over your tools?"”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“ Then, why can’t you do it now?”

“I could, maybe. I ’most always hold off a job one
day.”

(“ And I believe,” said Eleanor afterwards to Bess,

“ that that is a masculine trait.”) To him she said, “ But
80
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I want the plaster out of the way before I mop. Then
I can go at the painting.”

“ Going to paint, too, are you? What'’s the matter with
this paint?”

“Nothing.” There were signs of weariness in Miss
Dinwoody’s tone. “It is just not to my taste.”

“It’s a good colour,”—argumentatively. ‘It hides
dirt.”

“Yes, I have a suspicion that it is hiding a good deal
just now. You keep paints, Mr. Burson tells me. What
colours have you?”

“I have blue. You wouldn’t want to freshen this up
with a darker shade?”

“No! What else have you?”

“ Green. I keep green and blue so as to have proper
trimmings for white houses. Green would go good with
these roses. You might leave the maroon panels. That
would make a sort of enlivening combination.”

“ A trifle too much so, perhaps. I don’t want to get
too lively. You have white?”

“ Oh, yes, but you wouldn’t want that for the inside—
not with a passel of boys.”

She did not discuss it, but passed to the question of
prices and quantity.

“ Can you hang paper, Mr. Honn?”

“Sure! T can just about take a house from start to
finish, I guess.”

But when he heard of the tan paper waiting to be un-
packed he shook his head lugubriously. “I'll put it on
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for you and glad to do it,”—she had told him it was a
cash job—* but you better not start in too brash on house
improvements. You don’t know what you are up against
with the bottom all dropped out of this thing. Burson
tells me that you got caught like the rest of us.”

“Yes,” she said, grimly—this warning was so in line
with what her fears and her better judgment were saying
privately to her that she was unduly irritated by it—
“T am caught like the rest of you. But I do know what
I am up against—you were wrong there—and I will tell
you plainly that I am going to have a decent place to
house my family if I have to keep them on bread and
milk till the summer vegetables come in. I am not going
to come down to sordid surroundings and I am not going
to let them!”

“ That’s all right,” he said—* if the cow don’t go dry!”

Eleanor retired to the kitchen pantry, where Bess was
putting papers on the shelves.

“ That man,” she said in a low tone, “ would rather
prove you are wrong and throw cold water on you than
to sell goods. It is perfectly exasperating how these men
try to manage me about this house!”

“ Never mind, Aunt Nell,” soothed Bess from her
perch, “ they won't try it long!”

Eleanor turned upon her. “ Bess, what are you plan-
ning to put on that top shelf?”

“ Canned goods, so they will be out of the way.”

“You will find they need to be very much in the way,
I am afraid, until we get something else to eat. Now,



THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL 83

this is your department, and I want you to arrange this
pantry exactly as you want it—but that is no place for
the canned goods.”

“ Aunt Nell, do you really want me to arrange these
things as I wish?”

“I certainly do.”

“ Well—I want the canned goods on the top shelf.”

Eleanor’s sense of humuor came to the rescue, as
usual.

“1 stand rebuked, Bess. There are others besides Mr.
Honn. Well, as my grandmother used to say, ‘ Go on,
miss! go on!

‘*«Too wise you are, too wise you be,
I see you are too wise for me.’”

Neil and the boys came after an early dinner at Crow’s
Roost. Axe and hoe and spade were all in prime con-
dition, and they had had several lessons that came with
special force because their teacher was young.

“ Uncle was not there and I wanted them to stay,” the
young man replied to Eleanor’s remonstrance.

“ That’s all right. Only don’t let them do it when he
is. Elderly people don’t like to be bothered with chil-
dren.”

He laughed—a little unmeaningly, it occurred to Elea-
nor, but she attributed it to the bubbling over of youthful
spirits, of which he seemed to have his share.

The work of settling went merrily on. The stores pur-
chased in town had been put in the back of the wagon
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and were easily accessible, as were the barrels of china
ware. Neil and Bess were soon arranging things in the
kitchen pantry with the joyous abandon of two children
playing house, while the boys, in the virtuous hope that
Mr. Burson would hear them, were making their axes
ring outside,

To the girl, accustomed as she was in school to every-
day intercourse with young men of her own class, this
pleasant work in the pantry was remarkable only because
it was a unique experience. There was a piquancy
about the situation that was vastly enjoyable. That
was all.

With the boy it was another thing. For the first time
in his twenty-one years of life he was standing side by
side on terms of easy and natural intimacy with a young
girl of his own kind. It was almost as if a new order of
being had suddenly appeared before him. He knew few
women of any kind. As a child Aunt Ailsy’s kindly face
had filled his whole vision. He could distinctly remem-
ber the first white woman he ever saw. He had always
supposed before that men were white and women black—
or he found, when he saw one different from Aunt Ailsy,
that this had been his idea. He had not consciously
thought anything about it before.

Never for a day had he attended the country schools.
They were poor, and his uncle had taught him at home in
preference—a fragmentary kind of education he had al-
ways felt it to be, but thorough, he knew now, in the es-
sentials. Through the years his uncle had been to him
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not only teacher but companion, friend, and father. He
had felt no lack there—but of women he had known
naught. There had been no reason why he should know
them. Into their isolated life at Crow’s Roost no woman,
except Aunt Ailsy, had ever entered. He had accepted
this without even wonder. It seemed the natural order
of things. A woman would have interfered a vast deal
with their comfort, he had always supposed. As he
thought about it now there came into his mind a vague
perception that his uncle had fostered this feeling, in a
way, though he could recall little that was definite on this
point.

He knew, however, that he had been purposely en-
couraged to avoid the society of young people of both
sexes. This was no cross to him. He had nothing in
common with the rustics around him. Had he been of
the right material he might have developed into a snob,
but being sound of mind and unusually sweet of soul, he
took the people he knew for what they were worth and
did not trouble his head about the difference between
them and himself. They were not of his kind—that was
all. Naturally, for the young women of their kind he
felt no attraction. They were not of his species.

But this girl! Clearly, if Burton Gilmer desired that
his nephew and adopted son should keep free from the
entanglements of the opposite sex, he had chosen an in-
opportune time for his own journey to Chicago. Neil
was yielding himself and all his senses to the charm of
her sweet personality.
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The very dimples of her rounded arms, bared for work,
captivated him; the rings of curling hair about her tem-
ples caught and held him in their mesh; and her bubbling
laughter was to him like the song in the throat of a bird.
Ah, Burton Gilmer! it is easy to thwart Nature for a
time, but there comes a day! there comes a day!

When Mr. Burson appeared at last, after much delay,
he found the opening made and Jacob Honn putting in
the last nails of the casing.

“ Well, you certainly are quick on the triggers!” he
said.

“Yes, it is ready now for the paint. I have farmed

. that out to Bess and the boys.”

“ Mayn't I help, Miss Dinwoody? It’s awfully lonely
without uncle. I’ll bring a brush.”

“Oh, yes,” cried Bess. “ We’ll have a bee!”

Mr. Burson was taking a critical look at the rooms.

“T can’t say but what it’s improved. It helps the din-
in’-room lettin’ in the sun that-a-way. I reckon that’s
what mother’s been figgerin’ on. She wants a door be-
tween our dinin’-room and settin’-room. She says it
would be handy now the family is so large. But I says,
‘What’s the use? Nobody ever sets in the settin’-
room.’ ” _

“ Maybe they would if it were easier to get at.”

“ Maybe. I dunno. But then ef it was too handy the
young ones would be all over it, and then she wouldn’t
have no settin’-room.”



e A e e

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL 87

Eleanor was still untangling this complicated situation
when the farmer resumed his business tones.

“Git a move on you, young feller. We’ve got to un-
load her before night.”

Busy days followed for the Dinwoodys. There was
work for all and plenty of it, but in it there were many to
share and nobody shirked. It was their home in which
each had a part and a pride. Tom’s book-shelves did
credit to his instructors in manual training, as did Bess’s
muslin curtains to hers, and Hunter’s window-boxes filled
with ferns, for which he had descended to the depths of
the famous * sink hole ” near Crow’s Roost, gave a touch
of the woods that the room needed. The day it was
finished they asked Neil over for the house-warming,—
which was literally one, for the day had suddenly (and
providentially) grown cold and the brush fire they had
laid on the hearth had to be lighted, and filled the room
with glory. As they stood inspecting it, each one eagerly
calling Neil's attention to his or her particular part, it
seemed to them all, and most of all to the guest, “ the
house beautiful.”

And so, indeed, in the best sense it was; for simple,
tasteful, and unpretentious, it was in keeping with their
needs and their circumstances; the very walls bespoke
refinement; the pictures, books, and music on the rack,
a cultured taste. Even Juddie’s contribution, great jars
of golden-rod, toned in with the tans and browns of floor
and wall, and the black-eyed Susans on the dining-table
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held up their heads and rejoiced in the harmonious
setting.

Bess had dressed the table in the finest napery of her
mother’s store and the china and fresh-burnished silver
that Eleanor’s wisdom had brought with them to the
wilds. There was a heaping dish of “ fried chicken,”
manufactured from the squirrels brought in by the young
hunter’s gun, and crisp biscuits without a suspicion of
lemon tinge. At that table was abundance without pro-
fusion and a daintiness of serving that to the young man
reared by a black mammy and a bachelor uncle was
something rare and fine. In some strange, uncanny way
it seemed to him that this was his natural element, and
that all these years he had been struggling to find it.

“T understand now,” he said to Eleanor, as they went
back to the living-room while Bess cleared the table—a
picture herself as she flitted back and forth—“1I under-
stand now what they mean when they say, ‘ A man can
make a house, but it takes a woman to make a home.” I
wonder sometimes what ours would have been if my
mother had lived.”

“You never knew her?”

“No. She died at my birth, I believe.”

“ Was she young?”

“1 think so. I know almost nothing about her. Some-
how, it is a sealed subject with my uncle. He was very
fond of her, Aunt Ailsy says, and greatly distressed at
her death. She thinks that is the reason he doesn’t like
to talk of her.”
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They were silent for a while, when he said, suddenly,
and it seemed to Eleanor a little wistfully, “ Miss Din-
woody, I wish you would call me Neil.”

“I will. And you may call me Miss Nell instead of
Miss Dinwoody.” She spoke gaily, but there was a slight
tightening of her throat. The motherless boy who had
never known a parent’s love touched her heart.

When Bess came in with the lights Eleanor called,

“ Come, boys, we're going to have a dedication song.
Bess, give us ‘Home, Sweet Home.’ I can’t help
you, but I'll cuddle Juddie while you sing. Come—
Neil!”



VIII
A YOUTHFUL FINANCIER

HAT prince of humourists and wise men, Oliver
Wendell Holmes, gives among the things we all
believe:

“That but for this our lives were free,
And but for that our souls were blest,—
That in some future yet to be,
Our cares will leave us time to rest.”

Eleanor Dinwoody wondered, as the days went by, if
hers ever would. It had seemed that when the stress
of bereavement, of decision, of packing and moving and
settling in their new home was over there would come a
lull. But no sooner was the house made habitable and
her alert mind relieved of this care than other anxieties
held in abeyance for a time began to press. It had been
decided since she came to postpone the opening of school
a few weeks as the term was to be so short. The last
teacher had insisted upon beginning in August that he
might have a winter session himself at Springfield. But
Eleanor had said, “ Begin at the time that would bring
the greatest number of children, of course. The school
is not for my benefit, but theirs.”

“T sorter like the sound of that,” Mr. Simms, one of
% :
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the directors, said privately to Mr. Burson, who replied,
briefly, “ She’s all right.”

The time of opening settled itself to the satisfaction of
all, but not, alas! the length of the term. A four-months’
school! How could she support these children for the
greater part of a year (it would be all of that before
summer vegetables would come) on a four-months’
school? How would she get feed for her horse and cow
through the winter? . . . And if the vineyard suc-
ceeded, could she ever market grapes this far from a
railroad ?

This last question she put resolutely from her. That
would not have to be decided for a year. The others
were pressing.

“If only they had voted an eight-months’ schooll”
she thought despairingly. She had gone down to the
vineyard to gather grapes for Bess’s jam, and to
think it out. It was coming to be her place of
refuge, for there she could be alone and look off to
the everlasting hills. Somehow they quieted her
soul.

The vineyard had not come into full bearing yet, but
there was part of a crop in spite of its youth and a year’s
neglect. It was badly in need of cultivation; even with
a girl’s eye she could perceive that. When she found
time, she was thinking, she must get out her brother’s
books on grape culture and see if fall ploughing would
be good. But when would she find time? It was a dis-
couraging morning for Miss Dinwoody. If there were
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only somebody to teach the boys to plough! Perhaps
Neil would. A wave of thankfulness came over her that
they had Neil Gilmer for a friend. Tom and Hunter
had already learned much from him. What a dear boy
he was!

Her mind went back to the school term. If only it
were four months longer! Then she would be able to
buy chickens and eggs and all the rest of the things these
people around her must have for sale. They had no
market, either. If Miss Dinwoody’s subconscious mind
had taken a resting spell this morning it is likely Bess
might have had green grapes as well as ripe ones to use
for her jam, for the picking was automatic; but that
faithful servant is always “ on the job,” so to speak.

As Eleanor pondered, a sudden thought came to her
with the force of an inspiration. Why shouldn’t she
make it an eight-months’ term? Some of them wanted
that. Why couldn’t she teach a private school at the
end of the four months for those who would send and let
them pay her not in money but in produce. She had got
back to primitive ways of living—why not to barter?
With Eleanor Dinwoody, to think clearly was to act.
The boys had taken the horse and wagon and gone down
to the river with Neil for a day of fishing. But in her
present mood she could not brook delay. She started
across fields for Mr. Burson’s, her plan outlining itself
before her as she went.

Mr. Burson happened to be in his orchard, and thither
Miss Dinwoody followed him. When the scheme was
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laid before him he took off his hat and thoughtfully
scratched his head.

“That’s a new way of payin’ fur a school,” he said,
“but I don’t see nothin’ ag’in it ef it suits you. What
would you want to take your pay in?” ’

“ Anything that man or beast could eat! I find that I
have woefully underrated my boys’ interior capacity and
I want to get something to fill up my storeroom—any-
thing.”

“Yes, I know,”’—with the sympathy of a fellow-
sufferer—“ boys of twelve and fourteen is hollow to
their toes!”

“I came to you first, Mr. Burson, because if you are
not willing to send and think it wouldn’t work, I hardly
feel that it would be worth while to try it, but I knew
you wanted the long term and were willing to tax your-
self for it, and—"

“Oh, I'd like to have it. I want these children of
mine in school. You can depend on mine a-comin’, as
fur as that goes.”

“It goes a good way. Your children and mine will
make a start.”

“I don’t know as I've got anything you’d want but
provender. Yes, I have, too. I've got a few hams more’n
I need—"

“ And I have quite a few less than I need!”

“ How will we know when we’re through payin’? And
how will you know?”

“T’ll set my price per month—a reasonable one. Then
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you may pay the worth of that in produce, at your own
price.”

“1 may cheat you.”

“T’ll risk it.”

“Wa’al, I reckon I'll make you out a list of prices
down here, so’s noBody else will. Anyway you won’t be
goin’ it quite so blind.”

“Oh, if you would!”

They talked over possible patrons. “ There’s Honn,”
he suggested. “ He ain’t got money, but he’s got pota-
toes.” ‘

“ How much are potatoes worth?”

She had been buying potatoes in Washington, and the
price he mentioned seemed ridiculously small.

“1 have a scheme about Mr. Honn. How about Mr.
Schlitz? ”

“You'd better let me see Schlitz. I'll mention it to
him. There ain’t no hurry. I’ll tell him this is powerful
sel